. 


1 — 1 


» 


Ly 


* 


= 


*. 


* 


M ATION 


44 


: 


CLA 


( %. * 


Fd 


© 


— 


ot 


E 


* 


of W OME 


<a 


DEFENC 


N. 


4 


by. 


- 
* 


* 


#7 


#* 
ts 


CHAUCER. 


. 


- 


POEM from 


us" 4 


= 


* 


oy 
2 


— 


Te - <P... 


ds 


_—_ —_ —_ * —_ - 
oy % — — —_— a . * * — 4 
. * 
ö . 
= 
= 
r * 
4 * 
5 7 
- 
A 
X 
* 
5 | 4 
* 4% pry 
* + ; 
— 
. 
. JN" EE_ 
"RTE — 
3 
| E » % 
| * 


q 


N: 
and F. 
NVII. 


„ 
3 
”_ 
o 


o 
o 
- 

# 
* 


. Brown, 
MD 


* 


* 


1 


» 
A 
1 
© 
- * 
— 
*. 
2 
1 \ , 
2 5 
, , 
? 
* 
* 1 


. 
* 
— 


» 

A 
4 
* 


45 
* 

— 
fe 
0 


\ 
* 


ares, 7 
le-Bar. 


E. 


| Mr 
A - 
. 
* 
A » 4d 
PC 
. 
- 
7 
2 ah 
6 * 
14 p 


o 


- 
S's 
» 
- 
5 


= 
* 
> 


B 
* 
WV % 

Ty 7 
IH 

* 

* . 
of 


= 


0 
* 
* 
o 
n 
* 
- 6 
þ 


. 


- 


« 
7 
* 


* 
. 


Lk 
- 
- 
a 
l 
k 
* 
. 
0 
by 
Ys 
2 . 


Prin 


* 


| i wo F f : 
= Y _-- 
& 8 = 
\ — 4 . Ry 
© J 1 
2 | | 8 
= = Q KEE 
= - *- 24 
0 | | "= — 3 
| — — 3 D 1 
Ef | Y 8 2 
O 5 - Sn DV . E: 5 
| | 2 2 N : 2 * 8 1 3 
. bbs : „ 
© = Q ; 
2 | — d e ; 
% | f ; . 
» 6 C : | * 25 ; 25 2 
| ; | * 


T0 the LADIES. 


x — N 0 You, bright Britiſh Fair, whon ſhe 2 
2 — lf The Muſe her ureſs Jenn 35 55 comments: 
Smile, while & he makes old Chaucer plead your Canſe 
It is no Crime to give the Dead Applauſe, © 


For never Man, nor even Woman yet 

Made lewd Conſructiſh on a buried Wit. | 
If Graves and Tombſtones dom t offend your Ears, 
He has been ſhrowded full three hundred Years ; 

And now returns to ſhame this graceleſs Age, 

Who Libel Woman from the Preſs, and Hage: 

Fools, with ill Faces, and ill Manners too, 

„ho wild and rough like antient Satyrs wobec; 

And when they by their Fate, or Folly fail, 

Fly ta the Loſers Privilege, and Rail 


Our Bard, who if from Picture we may trace 
Had Hreng th, and Vigour, and an Engliſh Face, 
Scorw'd the 2 of Nature's Gifts to ſpoil, 
And damn his comely Perſon by his Hile. 2 
Hie knew, whateer might be his ſecret Thoughts, 
h The Sex too well, t6 tell them half their Faults, 
Mot that he Haier d them, and gave Pretence 
* To thoſe he courted, to 2 ed his Senſe. 
Women 10 thoſe an equal b corn have ſhown, 
Who grant them all Things, or allow them None. | 
. Fops, whom Nature made to grin, and groe, : 
The Sexes Bubbles and Averſion live 
And Wits of nicer parts with Ger Cr, 
. eeling e a Pertect One, of all be Fair. 


| 3 who ſhuns the Folly f Extremes, 
ub Wit and Truth records theſe common Themes; ; 
1 wholly 20 the Fair devotes his Pen, 
But wiſely turns the Satyr on the Men: 
4  Thew Aris, their Siratagems at large diſplays, 
i And telling them, gives Woman ſilent Praiſe. 
Tz nor too mth alle the $, ex, nor lanes, 
(For ſurely there have been ome guilty Dames) 
ds their M eakneſs with an artful Touch, 
Hor 22 £ anegyrick : is too much. 
: See / how he pities where he camt defend, 
Dye granting 7 and deceitful Friend. E 
Alas! He knew the Torrent of Deſire, © I — 
W hen the Nerves rremble, and the Eyes ſhake Fug, 


But 10 wid - — ks Chaucer's Muſe adviſe ; 

Dymph is ſafe who in the Bard rebies, 8 
nigbiy Calendar of Love,, . 

Many are Conde, Few Maxtyrs prove. 1 


Na 


HIS Poem is generally admired by thoſe who can taſte 
it in the obſolete Language of the Author, which in- 
clin'd me to believe it would not be unpleaſing in a Mo- 
dern Dreſs, the Subject being adapted to all Times, 
Humours, and almoſt every Stage of Life. The Paſſion 
of Love, the Conduct of young Lovers, and the Re- 

flections of Old ones, the Variety of Characters and 

Manners that Tyrant either impoſes on us to make us 

Ridiculous, or inſtructs us to act well in order to become Agreeable, have 

been, are, and will continue to be the ſame to the End of Time. Lan- 

guage indeed, and the Forms of Addreſs may alter, but Nature cannot, 
= She is never out of Faſhion. . $3: M0 58 | 

If wewanted a Proof of this we might find one in the following Piece; 
W where. we may ſee that our Anceſtors play d the fame Game over before us 
= which we are now playing, and our Children will act when we are gone. 

Men were as falſely promiſing, Nomen as unwarily complying three hun- 
= dred Years ago as they are at preſent; Lyes and Oaths were then as Staple 
= a Commodity in Love's-Merchandi/e as now, and the Mutual Recriminati- 
ons of the Sexes to a Tittle as many and as true in the Days we call Bar- 
barous, as in this more refined and polite Age. The J/mple and the Rær- 
chief covered as much Diſſimulation, as the Lace-Head and the Mast. 
Chaucer knew the State of the Caſe between the Sexes as well as the beſt 
Poets of any Age, and in this Piece has plainly ſhewn what a Maſter he 
was of Human Nature: He has exhibited a Bull of Complamts at length, 
and by Forming and Anſwering the Objections is both Plantiſf and De- 
fendant, and by his Favour to the Female Side a Judge too, and a Deter- 

miner of the Cauſe. _ 15 | 1 
From the Suppoſition of a Proclamation or Circular Letter from wo 

the Gd of Love to all his Subjects, he unravels the whole Myſtery of that 

* Paſſion, treads the Maze of Courtſhip and Addrefs, ſeverely rallies the In- 

Ffirmities of both Sexes, and tells a great deal of Truth under the Air of a 


a Haction. 
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Fiftion. The Poet is not always juſt to his Deſign, for he ſometime 
ſpeaks himſelf, and ſometimes Cupid; and "whats is more ſtrange, he has 
mixed Fable and Truth, Heathen and Chriſtian Stories indiſcriminately to- 
gether; but that (if a Fault) has beer, followed by great Genius's ſince our 
Author, without the ſame Excuſe, © „ 

I muſt not diſſemble that in ſome Editions of Chaucer this Work is attri- 
buted to Thomas Occleve a Scholar of his, and is ſaid to have bore this Ti- 
tle, A Treatiſe of the Converſation of Men and Women in the little Iſland of 
Albion. But this in all Probability is a mere Fiction; the Title indeed 
might be added by Occleve, but Leland poſitively aſcribes Epiſtolam Cu- 
pes. = to Chaucer, and reckons it among his genuine Pieces. What makes 
this more probable is, that Chaucer refers to his Legend of good Wimenin Rt 
this Poem, and to the Romamnnt of the Roſe which he tranſlated from the 


French of John de Mohun. I know the common Story of Occleve's Recan- 
tation, but I believe this Authority enough to overballance that; beſide that 


Chaucer in his Praiſe of Women has much the ſame Thoughts, and goes | 15 
upon the ſame Topicks as in this Letter of Cupid's. = 
I cannot call this Attempt of Mine an Imitation, for though I have com- 


monly had the Poet's Scheme in my Eye, yet I have very often taken the 
Liberty of grafting upon his Stock, where I fancied it would bear it with- W 


out forcing Nature too much. As to the Deſign, No one ought to be of- 
fended ſince the Satyr is pretty equally dealt on each Hand; there is Se- 
verity, but the Severity of a Court-Poct, much Wit, and more good Man- 
ners. This I ſpeak of the Original. In the whole, I think the Ladies 
ought no more to be affronted at what the Poet makes the Men lay to their 
Charge, than they ſhould be at a Council who opens a Cauſe rudely againſt 


them, when they are ſure of 2 better Advocate to anſwer the Scandal. 


There muſt be ſome Accuſation, otherwiſe there could be no Defence, and i 
I affure them for my own Part, that I have often added a Word or two to 
their Brief, in hopes of their Favour, | 2 * ha 5 
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E capid, King, whoſe arbitrary Sway 
Y> Our Kindred Deities on high obey, 

W hoſePow'rinvades the deep infernal Coaſts, _ 
Awes their grim King, and all the bloodleſs _ 
4 5 Ghoſts, | 
Whoſe Shrines the buſie World for ever grace [ 
With Vot ries num rous, as their Mortal Raccc Nö 4 
To all who to our Altars duely bend, 


We, Cytherea's Son, our ſelf commend, 4 
And to our Subjects hearty Greetings ſend. 


Be it to all, and every Perſon known, 
That high Complaints are offer d to our Throne; 
The Female Sex in general {end their Grief, 
Ask our Aſſiſtance, and demand Relief. 
. B Their 


2 
oe” - . 
TR 
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* [ 2 1 

Their ſmooth Petitions, in a moving Strain, 
Of Mar's Ingratitude, and Guilt ble 

In one Part Hes and Perjuries abound, 
Here Cenſures blacken, and there Satyrs wound. 
Nor is there one of all the ſofter Tribe 


W hoſe Hand or Mark does not her Grief ſubſcribe; 
For at the bottom of the Page I find 


By Matron, Spinfter, Dutcheſs, 2 Cookmaid —Sign'd. 


But no Complaints ſo much affect our Reſt, 
And with Compaſſion touch our Royal Breaſt, 
As thoſe which from a little Iand came © © | * 
Of our Dominions, which they BRITAIN name. 
They ſay, that there the rank infected Soil 
Shoots up in Harveſts of ſucceſsful Guile; 

That Men ſo perfect play the ſubtle Part, 

And honeſt Nature's ſo diſguis'd by Art, 
That their Breaſts tremble with difſembl'd Sighs, 
And Tears ſuborn d ſeem ſtarting from their Eyes. 
Thus their feign d Woes the kind. Believer wound, 
x While no true Sorrow at the Heart is found. 


There pale anda wan tin Lover s Locks appear, 
All full of humble Hope, and awful Fear, 


Their Speech with winning Eloquence enſnares, 
Soften d with Vows, and Sanctify d with Pray rs. 


They cry, their Suff rings are too great to bear, 
And if unheeded by the Cruel vis, 


4300. 


They tall of dying on the Spot they ſtand, 
Of the ſharp Knife, and Executing Hand. 


* Ah Lady mine, (the rapt'rous Lover cries,) 
0 Here by thy ſelf I ſwear, by thoſe bright Eyes, 
© That from this Moment to the parting Grave 
I am thy humbleſt, thy ſincereſt Slave. 
© Nor think this Slave can ſo ungen rous prove 
As to divulge the Secret of thy Love; 
© Sooner thy ſelf ſhalt tell thy own Diſgrace, 
© And ftrive to blaſt the Beauties of thy Face, 
* Than my falſe Tongue againſt my Heart rebell, 
Or ſeize me Furies! and confound me Hell! 


Full hard it is to ſearch the ſecret Part, 
5 And pierce the cover d Foldings of the Heart. 
4 N Words ſooth our Ear, and Perſons pleaſe our Eye, 
But none the Truth can by Appearance try. 
Thus faithful Woman, innocently free, 
Suſpects no Falſhood, where ſhe none can ſees 
Led by fair Shows ſhe haſtens to her Fate, 
Too ſoon believes them, and repents too late. 
Theſe ſad Degrees the Fair Ones often prove, 
They pity firſt, and Pity kindles Love: 
Feartul that Aan to fierce Extreams may drive, 
| Toftop his Ruin, they their own contrive, 
To him reſign their Love, their Fame, their All, 
And give the Gift a dias never can recall 


10 


But when the Wieteh, in frequent Joys car ſt, 
Diſcerns his Conqueſt o'er the weaker Breaſt ; 
If in the Circle of his Range he ſees 
Another Face that better ſeems to pleiſe ; 


He then io more his paſt Reſolves allows, 
Forſwears his Promiſes, recants his Vows ; 

To his new Idol with fierce Paſſion cleaves, 
Again is perjur d, and again deceives. 

And now, ſince None's ſo bad but he may find 
Some Friend or dark Companion of his Kind, 
Soon as the Traitor quits the mournful Dame, 
He boaſts the Triumph of her Murder d Fame. 
Thus uncontented with a private Wrong, 
He ſpreads his Baſeneſs with a buſie Tongue, 
Till o'er the Town the growing Scandal flies, 
The Jeſt of Fools, and Sorrow of the Wiſe. 


Is this Man's Honour, this his boaſted Pride, 
To publiſh that which Honour bids him hide? 
Thus does he all the Sexes Love repay, 

Seduce them firſt, then, doubly falſe, bretray ? 
Fool! who reflects not that he ſtains with Shame 
At once his Own, and the fair Suff rer's Name. 
And yet not hers——To Her we juſtly owe 

All tender Thoughts that can from Pity flow. 
Soft to Perſwaſion, and to Falſhood blind, 
She only to the cruel Part preferr'd the kind. 
But he who ſpoke ſo fair, and baſely thought; 
His be the Shame, as it in Reaſon ought. 


* 
But ſhe deſerves our Gratitude and Praiſe, 
Who in theſe evil, and uncourteous Days, 


Free of her Store, and bounteous in Relief, 
Thro too much Charity preferrd a Thief. 


Vet more Excuſes for the Sex ſucceed, 
(And who refuſes for the Fair to plead? ) 
Since Man is form'd with ſtrong ſuperiour Parts, 
By Nature ſubtle, and improv'd by Arts, 
No wonder if, with all theſe Gifts endu'd, 


Poor, eaſie, harmeleſs Woman is ſubdu'd. 


Who has not heard how ancient Troy was won, 
And a whole Empire by a Man undone? 

In vain beleagur d ten long tedious Years, 

She fell a Prey to guileful Hnon's Tears. 

All Scenes of Ill in Traitor Mam are wrought, 
And States and Nations ruin'd at a Thought. 
The Politician {pins ſo fine a Thread, 


That Princes think they lead, when they are led ; 
Well-pleas'd-they ſlumber o'er the fancied Scheme, 


And wake in Ruin from the Golden Dream. 


W hat knowing Judgment, or what piercing Eye, 


Can this Myſterious Maze of Falſhood try > 
Intriguing Man, ofa ſuſpicious Mind, 
Man only knows the Cunning of his Kind, 


With equal Wit can counterwork his Foes, 
And Art with Art, and Fraud with Fraud oppoſe. 

Then heed, ye Fair, e'er you their Cunning prove, 
And think of Treach'ry, while they talk of Love. 
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Is faithleſs, falſe, inconſtant as the Wind; 


„ But changes twenty times a Day her Mind: 
0 And would her M, could She as many find. 


N N ] 

A thouſand Tricks as yet remain untold, 
Which faithleſs Men as uſeful Maxims hold. 
One Gallant, when the common Methods fail, 
Nor Arguments, not Vows, nor Oaths prevail, 
Commits his Purpoſe t to a truſty Spy, 
To watch her Actions with a careful Eye, 
To find her Byas, and to trace her Haunts, 
Then bribe her Appetites, or preſs her Wants. 
Ah! little think the Fair what various Ways 
Perfidious Man their weaker Sex betrays. 
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Another W retch unto * Fellow cries, 
«© Thou fiſheſt fair, and happy is thy Prize ; 
For She, whoſe Beauty now-ſubdues thy Mind, 
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A Hackney-Jade, that-plies about for = 
Her Arms as common as 4 Barbers Chair; 
Then ſpeed thee faſt, and ride thy Journey on, 
Another comes as ſoon as thou art gone; 
And then a third: for She s ſo lib'ral grown, = 
She lends her Carcaſe but to half the Town. . 
Nor minds She whom, but ſhuns ſuperiour Charms, | 43 
 And'languiſhes in dirty Porter's Arms; 
Forces an Appetite to nauſeous Vice, 

And buys Damnation at a'double Price. 
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Nor vainly think that her alone I blame, 


e Believe me, Sir, the Sex are all the ſame. 
There's hardly One of all that curſed Kind, 
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The preaching Fool with Diſappointments vext, 
Thus rails at large, and riots on the Text. 
Malice thro all his poor Diſguiſe is ſeen, 
Since publick Satyr 1s but private Spleen. © | 
For whence proceeds this Bitterneſs of Tongue, 
But from Reſentment of a ſecret Wrong? 
When he who lov'd, deſpairing of Succeſs, 


Envies the Beauty which he can't poſſe(s ; 


With Grief he looks on all his Paſſion coſt, 

On Oaths, and Pray'rs, and Equipages loſt : 

On Confeſſors ſeduc d by holy Gain, 

And Chamber-Maids and Saints addreſs'd in vain. 
Hopeleſs to win, and ſcoming now to court, 


To downright Scandal is his laſt Reſort. 


«© Women, he cries, are ſick of one Diſeaſe, 

« And the ſame Med'cine all the Sex will eaſe: 
«© Take but the Time, and ſome Love-Story tell, 
« Talk to their Vanity, and flatter well, 

Repeat the ſame again, and look, and ſigh, 
And they'll ſay Nothing, rather than deny. 


«6 


Then who would ſuch an eaſie Conqueſt wait, Z 


© Or purchaſe Pleaſure at ſo cheap a Rate? 
© Who for the Sex one Moment's Pain endure, 
J recommend a Mad-Houſe for their Cure. 


This Scandal ſure but ill becomes their Kind, 
And ſhews a peeviſh Impotence of Mind ; 
Slander in all Degrees is Baſeneſs thought, 

But to a Woman is a double Fault: 


Man 


RY 
| Man ſtands oblig. d to arm in their Defence, 
From Nature, Cũſtom, and the Rules of Senſe; 
Nor holds he Right by any other Claim, 
To gen rous Breeding, and to Honour's Name. 
But Slander will the faireſt Fame diſgrace, 
Will cancel Titles, and the Blood debaſe; 
No Vice ſo bad as Levity of Tongue; 
He that talks much is often in the Wrong. 
The Tongue of Man no Pow'rs of Art can tye, 
It moves ſo ſwiftly, and it mounts ſo high; 
And Reaſon follows with ſo ſlow a Pace, 
She ſoon is loſt and diſtanc'd in the Race. 
From hence is all that Vanity of Speech, 
Which Boys are fond of, and which Madmen teach: 
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But now ſuppoſe we may one Woman find, 
Loaded with all the Follies of her Kind; 
Inconſtant, humourſome, affected, nice, 
Strong in her Paſſions, of a Guſt for Vice; 
Oer-charg d with Malice, Turbulence, and Spleen, 
In Speech provoking, in Reſentments Sens: 
| Self-willd, imperious, proud, to Vengeance prone, 
* Diſſembling all Things, and believing None, 
L aviſh of Faith, and prodigal of Fame, 
Stranger alike to Virtue, and to Shame; 
Grant all theſe Follies in one Woman meet, 
And ſhew the Vices of the Sex compleat : 
Becauſe One i is, muſt ev'ry Fair be {o? 
The Fools s fay, Yes; but wiſer Chaucer, No. 


For 


For ſure One Woman cannot be a Teſt 
To damn the Sex, and ſcandal all the Reſt. 
When the high God his Ranks of Angels fram d, 
Were all among that Heav'nly Hoſt unblam'd ? 
We know that many from their Glory fell, 
By Pride ſent headlong to the Depths of Hell. 
W hat tho' they fell, {hall Mortals be allow'd 
From their Offence to ſtile al! Angels proud? 


Yet wave the ſacred Text; We ought to know, 
What we'to Woman as our Mother owe ; 
Shall Branches on the Root Reproaches bring, 
Or the deſcending Stream deſpiſe the Spring ? 
Could this have flow d, or that have flouriſh'd green, 
* Unleſs the Mother -Fount, and Tree. had been? 


An antique Proverb is in Engliſh told, 
(Proverbs are better ſtill for being old) 
Ill is the Bird that ſoils his proper Neft ; 
Avoid a Title to a homely Jeſt. 
Hold fair thy Mother, and protect her Fame, 
Since thou muſt be a Sharer I in her Shame. 


N 


And yet the Ladidh long Complaints have made 
On wicked Scholars of the writing Trade, 


W ho unprovok'd, in ſenſeleſs Rhimes proclaim 


The Sexes Falſhood, and inſult their Fame. 


hf 


| A Race of Blockheads who pretend to think, 


I Theſe ſorry Books (for ſorry ſure they are) 


Or true, or falſe, the Levity of Maids. 


0 The Sex againſt their Knowledge to blaſpheme, 


L 40: 


And cooly murder with their Pen and Ink. 


Recite unnumber'd Treaſons of the Fair; 

They tell of David, Sampſon, Solomon, 

And thouſands more by faithleſs Dames undone ; 
And when they can no farther ſtretch their Lays, 
Condemn poor Woman by er Cerera's. 
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Ovid, who wrote the Remedy of Lowe, © 464 \ 
(Vain Bard to write what he could never prove!) 3" 
Reproaches Women in malicious Strains ; | ; 
Yet was he but an Aſs for all his Pains: _ 
And ſo is every one whoſe Pen upbraids, 


But all the learned Clerks, as Cuſtom goes, . 
This Maxim hold in Metre, and in Proſe, . 


And Lye at large, when Woman is the Theme. 


Theſe wicked Clerks, averſe to honeſt Truth, 
Debauch the tender Principles of Youth; _ 1 
Teach them, by idle Books, and fooliſh Rhymes, * 
To ſhun their Charms, and hate the Sex betimes; 11 
Of guilty Maids, and Lovers loſt, entoll 1 
A canting, lying, lamentable Scroll. = | 
Thus ev'ry Boy of ſome falſe Nymph can tell, E | 
And curſes Woman, as he learns to ſpell. N 
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Yet naught avails it what theſe Scholars feign, 
Their Saws, their Sayings, and their Books are vain. 


For here I ſwear, from this auſpicious Hour, 


What between mine, and Lady Nature's Pow'r, 
Long as this worldly Frame, and Men endure, 


| The. Force of Love no Remedy ſhall cure. 


* 


Theſe very Wretches, who my Pow'r diſdain, 
Have felt my Arrows, and have hugg'd my Chain, 
But now unwieldy Age, unfit for Sport, 
Hath cut the Vigour of their Talents ſhott ; 

They want the Courage to engage in Fight ; 

So laugh at Love, turn ſplenetic, and write. 
Well faid wiſe Reynard, when he wanted Pow'r 
To reach the diſtant Vine, —— Thoſe Grapes are ſow'r. 


But maugre thoſe who cenſure Woman moſt, 
(Such is the Fatal Force my Arrows boaſt ) 
One Blow ſhall ſtrike tlie ſawcy Bablers mute, 


Confound their Satyr, and their Pride refute. 


If fo I will, for all that they can muſe, 

Theſe Wit ſhall ſeek the Refuſe of the Stews, 
Blindly purſue the loweſt, meaneſt Flirt, 

Grow fond, and court Deformity and Dirt; | 
Nor leſs for her ſhall be the painful Smart, 

Than if a Dutcheſs had enflam'd his Heart ! 


So can I ſet the Soul of Man on Pins, 
And Joy, or Sora, at . Will inſpire! 


Then 
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| Then woe the Wretch! who dares condemn the Fair, 
Long ſhall He weep, and ſtruggle in the Snare, 


1 smit by my piercing Dart his Folly moan, 
And all my Godhead in its Terrors own. Ay 
.—=- 


ll.) Let Ovid, ſubtle Clerk, a Witneſs ſtand 

| To future Times, of my avenging Hand. 

Ne and a thouſand more with Learning fraught, 

(| Spite of their Learning, were by Woman caught. 

Well may it ſeem a Myſtery to ſome, a6 
That he, the firſt and greateſt Wit of Roe, 
Who tutor d others in the Lover's School, 41} Bat 
Should prove no bewor than a Woman's Fool. 


= - 
But none ſhould ah. at 5 Sights as theſe, 


Since Women ſee the F rauds of Men with Eaſe, 
Their ſoft Scducements and alluring Arts, 


| And treach'rous Fal ſhood lurking at their Hearts. 
Thus taught by Men, the Female Sex oppoſe 

Wich their own Weapons their invading Foes; 
Wiles againſt Wiles are happily. employ'd, 

As Poyſon by another Poyſon is deſtroy'd. 


{ Y Yet heed me well, ye honourable Fair, 
Nor draw Examples from ſo falſe a Snare. 
Bad were the Dames who antient Clerks betray'd, 
And yet the Clerks in proper Coin were paid. 
Por if theſe wicked Men who Love pretend, 
Were but ſincere; and fearful to offend, 
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* Woman che true and conſtant Part would play; 
But Man i is falſe, and changes every Day ; 

His Love is Form, his Princi ple Deceit: 

Then where s the Baſeneſs to betray a Cheat? 


Another Seandiai on the Sex is thrown, 
That they to Lewdneſs are by Nature prone; 
Eaſie of Faith, and impotent of Mind, 
To the firſt Coxcomb that they meet inclin d. 
If filly Woman is ſubdu d fo ſoon, 
How idle was the Pen of fohn de Mohan, 
* Who in his peerleſs Legend of the Roſe, 
Spins ſuch a Series of unnumberd Woes; ® 
Of Wiles, and Stratagems, and Dangers paſt; 
And all to — a — — at laſt ? 


The Caſe is plain ; where Force and Cunning preſs, 
The certain Conſequence muſt be Succeſs : 


Thus in the bloody Field are Battels won; 
Thus Towns are taken, Women thus undone. 
Vet if it asks ſuch Engines, and ſuch Pain, 
The Fortreſs of a Female Heart to gain; 
Then are they not that weak and eaſie Tribe, 
Or ſo inconſtant, as the Men deſcribe. 

But are as Women ought, and were deſign'd, 
Friendly of Heart, and pitiful of Mind. 


How kindly good Medea was of | old, 
Who taught the. Youth to win the Fleecy Gold, 


Nh John de Mohun, a French Author, whom Chaucer has . the Title of The Book is the | 


Ronizun Roſe ; the be Sue is all . 
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1157 falſe to het did \petjurd Faſo RO 


Who gave him Victory, and Fame, and Lobe - 
What Pity vide to Aua, ſhow'd; 
Receiv'd the ſhipu / rack d Wand rer as a God, 
Unask d reliev'd his Wants, heal'd ev ry n 
And gave an Empite dowerd with her Heart? 
Yet falſe, ungrateful, and forſworn he flew; 
And Her who fav'd Him, by Unkindneſs flew: 

* My Legend too of Natures will ſupply 

A thouſand Falſhoods of as black a Dye; 

The Reader there, (if ſo he liſt) may find, 
Nor Vows, nor Oaths can tie the faithleſs Kind: 
That feMleſs Man purſues his wicked Game, 
Nor feels the Conſcience of repenting Shame. 
That their whole Heart is one infected Ground, 
Rank with Decef, inconſtant, and — 
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And yet theſe canta Cletks deviſe, 
To blemiſh Woman with repeated Lyes. 


© Hearken, they cry, ye bold Felonious Brood, 


« Who live by Murder, and grow fat by Blood, 


5 Would you ſome new, ſome mighty Crime *. 


Shell ſtab . and juſtific her wicked Kind 


'© Let Woman be a Sharer in the Sin. | 
Do Tears and ſoft Compaſſion plead for Life! 5 


Give Her the fatal Sword, or murd' ring | 
© To all the gentle Ties of Nature blind, | 


Sn 0 what Height ae will arfive, 8 2 885 6 
When Malice ſows the Sced, and bids i it thrive! : 


. Eon «of Chaney : i b of Iron n 


Scandal 
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"But Things lap themſelves ee 55 Lp 
For who, alas! can fear a Woman's Medi 
At cruel Deeds their ſofter Tempers ſtart. 
Oppreſſion is a Stranger to the Se, 

3 They burn no Towns, no harraſs'd Subjects ven 5 | 
No Inftruments of War, or Fraud employ; | 

Betray no Empires, and no Kings deſtroy 3 2 

| By them no Heirs are loſt, no Bubbles made, 


The Courtiers, Lawyers, and Phyſicians Trade, 


From Nature, and from Cuſtom, thay poſſeſs 
A tender Charity, inclin'd to bleſs 3 e 
Good Will, and fair Belief their Actions crown; ; 

Some Senſe they have—— but Love is all their own. 


The Wrath of Man their milder Words controul, 
| Diſarm his Rage, and ſoſtly ſootli his Soul; 


Fot Eloquence innate their Language warms, 


And outward Beauty ſpeaks their inward Charms. 
Woman is all the Wonders that aue paint, 


A Guardian. Angel, and a Saving Saint, 

Full of Devotion, to Compaſſion prone, "WONT 
Humble 4s Strangers in à Land unknown. 30 
Their g lowing Bluſbes tell their muſe. Thought, 
Tet are they Free, where F raedom 6 it no Fault; 
' Avyful and ſilent, yet. hen Reaſon calls, 

In meaſurable Words their Meaning falls, 


But 1 now if One among the Female Kind, 
| | (And One- urg; a curious Bys: ny find ) r rorbad” 
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3+ act wich albtheſs proper Virtues bleſt; 
Know that, That One has Nature's Rules tranſgreſt: 


And let ſome Traw ler ſay, who long has ſought, 
At Laſt he tound 4 Woman with a Fault. 


The next and laſt Reuſe of arte Men, 
Is to wound Woman with the ſacred Pen, N 
To curſe poor EV, and urge the Text that beats 
The ſad Eutail— To Her and to Her Heirs. 

What Time her fatal Hand preſum'd to draw 
. The Fruit Forbidden,” and to break the Law. 


To Sermon this as holy Churchmen ought, 

Perhaps in us weak Laymen is a Fault; 
And yet I fear not, leaſt the grave Divines 

To Penance damn me for unhallow'd Lines. 

On other Sinners may theix Curſes ſhow'r, 

I love the Clergy — for I know their Pow'r: 
If they cannot my ruder Lines approve, ' 

Let them to Woman juſtiße my Love. 


| > Know then, this Deed our Mother ne er. had done: 
| But by the Devil's ſmooth Suggeſtions won, 

Who well might cheat the wiſeſt Woman's * 

Bely'd beneath the Serpenr's new Diſguiſe. © 
Tho' Mar was loſt by Her too forward Fault, - 
1 The Loſs 1 Man was never in ber Thought. 
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z Ber any Raikdy at * * that can, | 
Prove her Intention to Deceiye the Man. 
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Deceit ſuppoſes, e're the Deed be wrought, 
A Will to do it, and a Train of Thought, 
Adapts the Means and Manner to deceive 
But what injurious Tongue ſays this of Eve? 
No Man betrays, but caſts his Purpoſe firſt : 
This Satar did; By Him we ſtand accurſt. 


The Fiend's Contrivance gave the fatal Stroke; 
The Woman only her Obedience broke 


Which Law the Beſt and Wiſeſt of us All 
Daily infringe, yet damn Her for our Fall: 
Vain Partiality ! abſard Abuſe ! 
That will not lend, yet borrows Her n 


But Man is ſteadfaſt, in * Purpoſe Mig ; 
And Woman li ht, and leaning to the Wrong. 
So Authors ſay, and this we fill embrace; 
But who can witneſs this in Adam's Caſe: 
Their Frailties were alike, Both Pardon need, 
Tho more Excuſes for the Woman plead, 
Since Willingly the Fiend did Her deceive, 

+ And ſo did not She Adam, by your Leave. 


Yet happy was this Sin to Human Race, 
The Spring of endleſs Joy, the Soutce of Grace. 
Himſelf deceiv d the great Deceiver found, 

And felt in Mar Redrem'd the threaten'd Wound. 
Nor would High God, All-knowing, and All-wiſe, 


Who pierces Nature with unſlumb king ow, 


F 


4 mis whole Line Hands as in the Orig 


Had 


Pad 


F 

Had He in Woman ſeen what Men record, 
Deem'd Her a Lodging ſuited to our Lord, 
Or planted in that Sex whence Sin began, 
A Second Tree of Life, and rais'd immortal Man. 


* O Lady, full of Excellence, and Grace! 
O dear Renewer of a ruin d Race! 
What Prophet, or what Angel will inſpire 
My glow ing Heart, and touch my Lips with Fire! 
No lower Praiſe can with thy Bleſſings vie, 
Nor Human Voice attempt a Song ſo high. 


Le Sons of Men, for Her alone, re vere 


The Sacred Sex with Wonder, Love, and Fear. 
If farther we in Holy Writ proceed, 
More Miracles of Female Truth we read. 


The Son of God, abandon'd, and forlorn, 


Left by his Friends, and to his Foes a Scorn, 


While ſome his Perſon fled, and ſome any d, 


Tet Woman, Conſtant Woman, never iy d. 
Then ſacred Faith from ev'ry Boſom flown, 


In Pw lodg d- SHE WAS THE CHURCH ALONE. 


dhe felt his Agonies, his Wounds, his Thirſt, 
Laſt left Him dying, met Him riſing Hi . 


O Magdalen! Oo Holy 3 Maid! 
O Strength Divine in Weakneſs more diſplay d! 


on 
* In this Addreſs to the Virgin Mary the: Poet roful 


bes t arthery than I dared do; be 
attributes to Her the Power of forgiving Sins, &c. as 1 Romiſh a maintain. N as 


Lei the Learned ſee whether This Doctrine be t 
Women. ſe oerine be trus, i ts ER ver) * fo * Perg 7 the 


1 
Scornful of Life for thy Coleſtial King, 
O Faireſt Jewel in the Martyr's Ring! 


EZ How didſt Thou living dye, and triumph Dead! 


Let conſtrue, Sire, aright what I intend, 

I not the Virgin, but the Saint commend: 

4 ; Truſt me, it never enter d once my Head, 

*Z To be the Patron of a barren Bed. 

5 5 Jever was, and will be ſtill a Foe ry 
| 1 To Hearts of Ice, and chilly Breaſts of 1 
The Church may praiſe the Virtues of a Nun, 
But I cannot. and I am only One. 


Now hold this true, and once in Cupid wall, 
All I have ſaid of Womankind.: i juſt. 
No vulgar Incenſe courts their Beauties 58 
The ſervile Sacrifice of Fools that fear; 
Nor flatt ring Song, ambitious to enſnare, 
By pow'rful Numbers, the deluded Fair. 
Their Features with impartial Hand J ſtrike; 
And draw the Picture beautiful, yet Like, 
That when the Sex the juſt Reſemblance ſee, 
Of what they are, or what they ought to be, 
They may the Tract of Honour ſtill maintain, 
Nor only by their Charms, but Virtue, reign. 
O Virtue, Brighteſt Pow'r, O Gueſt Divine! 
When Woman's Boſom is thy ſacred Shrine, 


= V hat Hoſt of Converts by thy Faith were jedi ** | 


Pride 
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vn flies thy Preſence; Pride, that teaches how 
To form the Gate, and falſifie the Brow; - 
Pride, that allows the Praiſe of Fools to paſs — 02 
With the fond Fair, and proves it by her Glaſs: 
With Thee, ſweet Gueſt, nor Folly dwells, nor Sin, 
But all is Juſt without, and Pare within. rk 
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Thus then we pufpofc, by our So reigti Wilt y 
(And we have ſworn our Purpoſe to yn: 
Let all our Miniſters attend our Nod. 
And Thus perform che Sentence of their God. 
| Put theſe Falſe Men, our Rebel Foes, to Flight, | 
And Baniſb them for ever - from our Sight; 
12 them unpity d and deſpairing rove, 
Nor dare again approach the Court of Love. 
On Pain of our Diſpleaſurs, © none lee, 9 
Or to defer, or mitigate their Doom. 
Givn at our Court, where, wonderful to tell! 
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See that, at full our Marrant you _ Se Et 
Thus written In the La Month 1 — 55 


Millions and Millions of true Lovers' dwell. 08 il 
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